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	5 Centimeters Per Pixel

**5 Centimeters per Pixel**

Excuse the cheesy title. Tried to put a Digimon-y (Digimon? Digital monster? _Pixels_? Ha, get it?) spin on the title of the movie this 'fic is based off of, _5 cm per Second._  
>As always, please enjoy.<p>

* * *

><p><strong>Part I: Sky<strong>

"My name is Takenouchi Sora and I'm from Kyoto,"  
>She had tanned skin and short, orange hair that reached her shoulder blades. She had light freckles, implying she spent a fair amount of time in the sun. Her knees were bruised and scratched up, implying she may play a sport. Her large eyes were a beautiful, amber colour.<br>"Hi Sora," the class repeated back to her.  
>She grinned from ear to ear.<br>"You may sit down now," the teacher said, pointing to an empty seat next to him.  
>He observed her carefully as she took a seat next to him. She carefully rested her bottom on the chair, and glanced to his side. "Hi, what's your name?" she asked so eagerly.<br>"M-my name is Taichi. Kamiya Taichi," He was caught off so guard, he couldn't help but stutter. He felt his cheeks turn hot.  
>'<em>She's different from those typical new girls. She's friendly and eager; not shy and quiet.<em>' he thought to himself.

He stared at the wounds on her knees. They looked similar to the ones on his own knees. "Do you play soccer?" he asked.  
>Sora's eyes quickly lit up, excited. "I do!" she said gleefully. "I used to play on this girls soccer team back home!"<br>"Dude, I play on a boys soccer team right now!" Taichi excitedly replied.  
>"Wow, when are your games? I'd love to go see them!"<br>"Yeah sure! Hey, let's go play a match against each other sometime!"

The two smiled; a promise to each other.

They later walked back home together.  
>On their way, the two had to cross a railroad.<br>It was a fresh spring day, and the cherry blossoms began to bloom. Soft pink petals began blowing in the wind.  
>"Wow, cherry blossoms!" Sora exclaimed, running to the other side of the rails. She spun around, dancing in the beautiful pink flurry. "Taichi, look! They look just like snow!"<br>"Sora, wait-"

The gates to the crossroad suddenly flew down, as an impending train approached.  
>Taichi and Sora were separated by the train.<br>The train flew by, and the gates swung open.

"Taichi, let's come see these cherry blossoms again next year."  
>"Okay, Sora," Taichi said, running to the other side of the crossroad, next to her.<p>

**-x-x-x-**

The two quickly became very good friends.  
>They soon became inseparable. They had so much in common: the same foods, colour, sport, celebrities, and music genre. The two even had the same birthday. They bonded especially over the fact that both of their fathers had jobs that required them to move around quite frequently; they both understood the constant struggle of wanting to make new friends and attachments, but realizing that leaving them behind and being forgotten themselves was an unavoidable fate.<p>

The time quickly went by between the two.  
>Their friendship grew quickly like pester some weeds in a garden.<br>The two called each other often on the telephone and played soccer outside of school, and studied hard and played soccer in school. Taichi was known for a rather sketchy attendance, but Sora often nagged him into going to classes. He rarely chose to do homework or study, but Sora would often persuade him otherwise.  
>The two fit together like puzzle pieces.<br>Everyone around them noticed, with their mutual friends placing bets on how soon the two would date, or if they would get married one day.

The two had decided to attend the same middle school.  
>They studied hard together, planning to attend together.<br>Those were the kind of promises best friends made.

One snowy December night, Sora called Taichi.  
>"What's up Sora?" he asked as he picked up the telephone.<br>"Taichi," she solemnly said.  
>Such a sad tone rarely came from Sora, making Taichi worried. "Sora?"<br>"I just got really bad news,"  
>"What's wrong?" Taichi urgently replied.<br>"My father is getting transferred to another university," Sora's father was a professor currently at the University of Tokyo. However, him transferring means they must move to another city. Taichi, realizing that, felt his heart stop. He felt all of time and space stopping in place. His face, usually marked by a huge smile, was frowning.  
>"I tried to beg my parents to let me stay here in Tokyo, but they won't allow it. I'll be moving before entrance exams can even start,"<br>Taichi continued to stay silent.  
>"I'm really sorry, Tai," Sora muttered into the phone.<br>A long silence enveloped between them. Sora played with the telephones cord, as Taichi continued to stand there, confused, in his kitchen. She stood by herself in a telephone booth by the Akabane train station. The booth itself was frigid cold, just like the outside air. She shivered, waiting for his unsure reply.  
>"It's okay," he finally replied.<br>"This is going to change everything,"  
>Taichi could hear Sora struggling to hold in her tears; her voice was choking.<br>"w-we won't go to the same school anymore or anything. We'll be so far away from each other,"  
>He stood there, silent, but absorbing her words.<br>"I won't get to see your soccer games anymore. We won't be playing soccer together anymore,"  
>He did not reply.<br>Unsure of what else to say, she stood there, silent, as well. Words wouldn't form out of his mouth, but he could feel his chest get tighter with pain.

**-x-x-x-**

Sora moved approximately one month after that phone call.  
>The two kept in touch via letters frequently. Occasionally on special holidays, the two would call each other on the telephone.<br>But letters were their main forms of communication.

One snowy November, Sora received a letter from Taichi.  
>She opened it carefully:<p>

_Dear Sora,  
><em>_My father is transferring jobs himself. We will be moving far away from Tokyo. We will be moving to Kagoshima; that's on the other side of Japan. I'll be even farther away from you. I just got into middle school and just made the boys soccer team. I'm very upset about this.  
>We should meet up one more time before I move away.<em>

_-Tai K._

She closed up the letter, and ran back inside to call him.

**-x-x-x-**

Sora sat there, waiting, by the heater in Tochigi station.  
>She had agreed to meet Taichi one last time before the two would be separated even further apart from each other. They had agreed to meet hours ago. But a sudden snow storm halted their scheduled meeting. What was going to be a simple train ride from Tokyo to Tochigi was stalled by a severe blizzard. As people, one by one, left the station, Sora insisted on staying inside the station and waiting for him.<p>

Taichi sat in the busted leather seat of the train, looking outside into the barren, snowy landscape.  
>His coat was very thick, but he still felt the cold penetrate. He sat there, waiting. Time felt like an eternity. He and Sora were separated by more than just distance at this point. It felt as though the whole world conspired to be against them. The train's operator repeatedly apologized for the long wait; they were stuck in snow.<br>He wondered how long she would wait for him, and while he wished to see her so badly, he really wanted her to go home and escape this intolerable weather.

Hours passed between the two before he finally arrived at Tochigi station.  
>Most of the other passengers fled to find taxis, but he went straight to her.<br>She sat still in her seat, snuggled by the heater. Her eyes were closed tightly.  
>He gently put his hands on her shoulder; she was startled and awoke instantly.<p>

"T-Tai?" she asked, her voice sounding sleepy.  
>"It's me," he grinned.<br>She smiled softly, waking up. "I'm so glad to see you," she murmured.  
>She looked into his chestnut eyes for a moment. She suddenly wrapped her arms around his waist, snuggling to his body for warmth.<br>He was so close to her. He could smell the vanilla perfume she sprayed.

It was as if the two were never separated.  
>They immediately began conversing again, just like they used to. They wouldn't shut up about a various amount of subjects: how soccer was going, what their favourite school subjects were, what high schools they were going to be attending.<br>The two found themselves walking outside into a field covered with snow. It was literally a white sea.

"Wow, it's so pretty!" Sora exclaimed, running into the field.  
>She gazed around her, at all of the barren trees.<br>"Can you imagine how pretty it'd be if it was spring?" she asked.  
>Taichi looked around them, too. He realized that she was referencing all of the cherry blossom trees. "We never got to see those cherry blossoms together again, did we?"<br>"No," Sora glumly replied, realizing.  
>"There's always next year, right?" Taichi replied joyously.<br>"Yeah, there will be," Sora grinned.

Taichi was baffled at how much snow was collected in this field. He dug his bare hands into the fluffy snow, and made a compact ball within his palms. As if it were an instinct, he attempted to throw it at Sora, but she managed to dodge it.  
>"Wow, Tai, you have awful aim!" she chuckled, trying to make a snowball too.<br>"I bet it's better than yours!" Taichi teased, making another snowball.  
>The two began to throw snowballs at each other like children, giggling all the while. Their cheeks were beet red, but not just because of the cold.<p>

Sora began to shiver after awhile, making Taichi realize how cold she was.  
>"Hey, we should go find somewhere to hide," he suggested.<br>"I-I'm fine!"  
>"No, you're not," he replied, wrapping his arms around her shoulders.<br>She instinctively nudged her face against his chest. '_Tai is so warm. He's so nice,_' she thought to herself.  
>"I think I see a shed out there. Hopefully no one is home."<p>

The shed was dusty, but it was warm. And empty.  
>He closed the shed door behind them, and sat down against the wall. Sora sat down next to him.<br>"Are you cold?" she asked.  
>Taichi instead wrapped his arms around her again, keeping himself and her warm.<br>"I've really missed you,"  
>Taichi smiled at her. "Me too," he said. "I've had no one to play soccer with."<br>"Whatever," she smirked. "you have lots of friends. None of the girls like me here,"  
>"I mean, you are pretty scary," Taichi teased, causing Sora to elbow him a little too hard.<br>"It's so sad to think you'll be even farther away from me,"  
>Taichi did not say anything immediately. He wanted to say something comforting. "Your name means <em>sky <em>doesn't it?"  
>"Yeah," Sora answered, confused.<br>"Just think, we'll always be looking at the same sky."  
>"That's true, huh," Sora replied, astonished that Taichi made such an intelligent comment. "we'll always be under the same sky. That's weirdly comforting."<p>

The two were silent for a moment, as their eyes were locked into each other's gaze. Their lips naturally curved together, and pressed up against each other.  
>Their hearts were beating together, their minds also as one.<br>'_I've really missed you,_' they both thought to themselves. 


End file.
